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Hs A Bidding War 


Author's Notes: 
Alice in Chains is doing their annual charity auction and up for sale this year is a private guitar lesson with 


Jerry. | felt inspired by it. 


Jerry had just finished washing and waxing the Corvette. As he shuffled inside the house in Studio City, 
pausing once to stretch out the knot in his lower back, his phone chirped from inside the pocket of his shorts. 
À minute later, as he uncapped a bottle of water and stood in front of the open refrigerator, letting the cool 
air soothe his sunkissed skin, it chirped again. 


"For fuck's sake," He mumbled and pulled the phone out. 
"Hey, dude. Check your auction" A text from Baldy, the band's assistant tour manager and long-time friend. 
Jerry's butt had been clenched ever since they posted the listing on eBay: A private guitar lesson with Jerry 


Cantrell. The thought of spending two hours with a total stranger (and fan) in a room, probably having to try 
to teach them riff after riff just did not appeal to him at all. In fact, it had left him with agida and a bundle of 


nervous energy. See: washing and waxing the car for the second time in a week. But this was for charity and 


this year's auction was especially important to Jerry. He'd find a way to manage. 


Another text just came in. This time, from Mike, who Baldy had likely messaged when Jerry didn't answer right 


away. "Jer, you gotta see eBay, man." 


"What the fuck?" Jerry mumbled to himself. He put his phone down and reached for his Ipad. When he opened 
eBay and went to the auction page, his mouth fell open 


Seven days ago, the bidding started at $500. It rose to $1900 in a matter of a few hours and then hovered 
around there for the next six days. Jerry hadn't bothered to check it since. He thought $1900 was a 


respectable amount but hoped it would raise a little more. 


There were now just two hours left in the auction and Jerry was sure his eyes were deceiving him. It couldn't 


have climbed to $32,150, could it? Who in the world would pay that much for a couple hours with him? 


And it continued to climb right in front of his very eyes. It went up to $32,850 and then $32,950 in a matter 


of ten seconds. Jerry's heart started to hammer in his chest as he picked up his phone. 
"What the fuck?" He typed back to Mike. 
"No idea, man. This is nuts" 


A thought occurred to Jerry and it made his stomach knot. He dialed Mike. As soon as Mike answered, "What 
if its bullshit?" Jerry barked. 


"It can't be." 

"Mike, nobody pays this kind of money for something like this." 

"Aw, don't sell yourself short, buddy." Jerry could hear the mocking in Mike's voice. 
"Don't fuck with mel I'm freaking out!" 

Mike laughed softly. "At least two people are doing it. It's gotta be legit" 

"Yeah, well, I'm not so sure. How can we find out?" 

"Beats me. Try Baldy. Let me know." 

"Holy shit! It just hit thirty-five." 


"| know! I'm still watching it, too." 


Jerry hung up on Mike and immediately dialed Baldy. "You need to find out if this is legit. If people are fucking 


around here, | swear to God.” 

"Dude, it's legit. There are two people in a bidding war." 

"Who are they?" 

"That, we don't know. | was able to get their IPs and one is, ironically, in Seattle. The other is in LA" 
"Seattle?" 


"Yeah. Maybe some rich Microsoft geek who thinks he's a weekend rockstar? Or worse, buying it for his 


spoiled little brat kid" 

Jerry groaned, "It just hit thirty-eight" 

"| know! This is fucking great!" 

‘Its not great, Baldy! Its fucking bizarre. This is why | was afraid to do this." 


"Bullshit, Jerry. You were afraid to do this because you didn't think people would respond like this. Well, suck it 
up, buttercup. People still love you. Also, its for charity. Man up." 


With a groan, because he knew Baldy was right, Jerry replied, "Fine. But find out who it is." 


"We're trying but we can't get more than their locations right now. Don't worry. We're still gonna run the 


background check." 


He tried to find something to occupy himself as the auction counted down, but it was like a car accident. Jerry 


couldn't look away. He was glued to his Ipad and watched helplessly as the total continued to climb. 


In an office inside a nondescript, grey, two-story building in Northridge, Dave Grohl sat at his desk with his 
Mac book open in front of him. 


"Who the fuck -" He snarled and upped his max bid to $39,500. 
A second later, the bid jumped to $39,600. 


Dave gritted his teeth and grunted, "Goddamn it" He upped his max bid to $50,000 and then sat back with a 


smug grin on his face, crossing his arms. "How you like that?" 


And, just like that, the new bid jumped to $51,000. 


Dave jumped to his feet and raked his fingers through his hair. "You son of a bitch!" He sat back down and 
started to pull the computer closer when he stopped. "Let's see if you start to sweat 


In Seattle, standing at the island in his kitchen, calmly sipping his coffee and gazing at his phone, Stone Gossard 
enter another bid. 


When the other bidder didn't immediately return a bid, Stone smirked. He was well aware that he'd just 
frustrated and pissed off the other bidder but he also knew they weren't done yet. For now, he relished in his 


small victory of rattling them. 


It started out as a simple gesture. He only wanted to help Jerry raise some money. He bid here and there, 
raising the total a few times, enticing others to keep it going. And then he let them take over. When it lulled, 
he entered another bid. But when another bidder took him to task and started answering his every move, Stone 
got sucked in and wouldn't stop. Couldn't stop. Plus, the idea of getting Jerry all to himself for a couple hours 
certainly had its appeal. 


What's That They Say About Good Deeds? 


The timer ticked down the last few minutes and Jerry was now bent over the kitchen island, his elbows 
propping up his head. His fingers gripped two handfuls of his hair, pulling on it. The bidding was up to $58,850 


and Jerry had given up disbelief and paranoia and had moved on to frustration. 


Baldy hadn't been able to find out who the two bidders were. He could only offer Jerry every reassurance 
that they would take all the necessary precautions. 


"Fat lot of help you are," Jerry mumbled into the phone. "You're fired." 
"Okay. Stop being a baby." 


The auction ended with a winning bid of $6000. With that, Jerry let out the breath he'd been holding for 
about the last minute. He straightened and a slow grin spread on his lips. Sixty-grand was a ton of money and 
even if he was close to having a nervous breakdown, Jerry was proud. The money would go to a great 


resource for helping other musicians. 


He glanced up at the ceiling and nodded. "Okay. All right. | hope all you fuckers are having a good laugh up 
there." 


He panted and wiped the sweat from his brow. He stared at the screen and slowly grinned. Dave got the last 
bid in, beating out his mystery opponent. He just donated sixty thousand dollars to do something he could do 
anytime if he just called Jerry up and asked. Probably. Maybe. But that didn't matter. He won! 


Dave took a deep breath and pulled the computer closer. He logged onto his bank's site and transferred some 
funds and then made his payment. His next step was to send a message saying he was available anytime and 


hoped to arrange the private lesson as soon as possible. 


Stone hated to admit it, but he was a little disappointed that he'd been outbid at the last minute. He set his 

phone down with a shrug. If nothing else, he helped Jerry raise over $60,000 for his charity. Stone was glad 
about that. Maybe one day, he'd tell Jerry what he did. With his brow knotted, Stone thought for a moment 
and then picked up his phone again, typing out a message. 


Jerry texted Baldy, "Okay, who is it?" 


"The person from LA won. They already transferred the money and sent a message. They're available anytime 


and the sooner, the better." 

Jerry felt his heart start to beat faster. "The sooner, the better? What the fuck?" 
"Maybe they're leaving the country. 

"Of course they are! Right after they murder mel" 

"Calm down. Nobody's going to murder you. | won't let them." 

"Aw, thanks, buddy." 

‘lm saving the privilege for myself." 

"Dick" 

Two days later, Baldy called Jerry. 

"You found out who it is?" 

"We found out who it is and | think you're going to be fine." 

"Okay, who is it?" 

Baldy paused which made Jerry curse at him. 

"Fuck, dude. Who is it?!" 

"You already know him, which is why it makes it so weird" 

| know him?" Jerry leaned back in the chair he was in and scratched his head. 


"Yeah. So strange. Like, why would he pay that much just to hang out with you? | don't get it. | could 
understand it if it was just some rich guy you didn't -" 


"Baldy! Who the fuck is it?" 
"Oh. It's Dave Grohl. Imagine that." 
"Dave?" 


"Yeah. Weird, right?" 


"There must be some mistake. Is there more than one? A different guy with the same name?" 
‘Nope’ 

"You're sure?" 

"Yes, Pm sure" 

"Do the background check" 

"Is Dave Grohl! 

"Do itl 

re 

"Just do it, Baldy, please? None of this makes any fucking sense’ 


"You're telling me. The Seattle person sent a message and said they'd match the winning bid if you agreed to 


do a second lesson with them." 


"What?!" And this is where Jerry lost the plot. He quickly stood up from the chair and started pacing back and 
forth. "You're not bullshitting me?" 


Baldy laughed. "I'm not bullshitting you. They are willing to give sixty grand to the charity if you will come up 
to Seattle and meet with them." 


“Jesus .* Jerry covered his mouth with his hand as he paced. * 
"You could give each charity sixty grand, Jer. That's fucking huge" 

"| know, but - * 

"Well find out who that is and why they want you to come up here" 


"Yeah. Yeah, do that and then get back to me." Jerry ended the call and then slumped back down in the chair. 
He raked his fingers through his hair and sighed. 


Never in his wildest dreams did he think that he could earn so much money by simply auctioning off a couple 
hours of his time. But the chance to present each of the charities with sixty thousand dollars was far too 


good to pass up. He couldn't imagine turning down the second offer. 


"No good deed goes unpunished." 


Get Your Money's Worth 


"Dave, good to see you again" Jerry wrapped an arm around the brunette's neck, giving him a warm hug. He 


carried a plain black guitar case the other hand. 


Dave returned his hug with both arms, simply holding onto Jerry for a moment. Jerry was pretty sure Dave 


sniffed his hair. "Good to see you again, too. Come on in. l'm sure you remember the place. Nothing's changed! 
He stepped past Dave, into Studio 606, where Alice in Chains recorded Black Gives Way to Blue. Jerry glanced 
back at Dave, who closed the door, and then continued down the hall. He set the guitar case down on the couch 


and then turned to look around. "You're right, nothing has changed." 


Dave grinned as he followed Jerry into the room. He pushed his hands into his pockets and shrugged his 


shoulders. "It hasn't been that long since you were." 

"Dave, if was eight years ago." 

The brunette's eyes widened and he grinned, lowering his gaze to the floor. "Doesn't seem like that long ago." 
"Why didn't you just call me or something if you wanted to hang out?" 


Dave shrugged again. "| wanted to help you raise some money." His eyes wandered to the guitar case on the 


couch. "What'd you bring?" 
"You really want to play?" 


"| really want to play. Why? What did you think | wanted to do?" The grin he shot Jerry was anything but 


innocent. 


He shook his head and turned, bending slightly to open the case and gently lift out his guitar. Jerry moved to 
sit on the edge of the couch and cradle the guitar in his lap. 


Dave stepped closer. "Is that the original?" 


With a proud smile, Jerry nodded as he lovingly stroked his fingers over the neck and body of the old, beat-up 


guitar. "She's taken a beating. | don't bring her out much anymore." 
The brunette pulled out the office chair that was pushed underneath the desk. He sat down and leaned in close. 
There was a hairline crack on the body which Jerry's fingers had naturally sought out and Dave reached out 


to touch it as well. "That sucks." He murmured. 


"Yeah, but you know. They get knocked around a lot and sometimes, you're not as gentle with them as you 


should be because you know what kind of sound you can get out of them if you push them to their limit" 
Jerry looked down at the guitar. 


"| know what you mean." Dave's fingers brushed over Jerry's knuckles before he drew his hand away. "Do you 


regret doing that?" 
Jerry swallowed and was slow to raise his head. "Sometimes." 


Dave held his gaze as he moved out of the chair and onto the couch next to him. Jerry watched him, knowing 


immediately what Dave intended to do. 
‘I'm not sure this is a smart idea" 


"Most of mine aren't," Dave replied with a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes as he brought a hand to 
Jerry's jaw. 


He could feel Dave trying to draw him closer as the brunette's thumb stroked over his cheek. Jerry had to 
admit it felt nice to be touched so gently and there was something warm and inviting about Dave. Something 
he took advantage of eight years ago. He had been hurting and Dave had been there, offering his embrace and 
support. And here he was, doing it again. He whispered as he started to lean into Dave, "How do you always 
seem to know?" 


"| don't know anything, Jer, except that | missed you and | missed this." Dave's voice took on a soft tone as his 
other hand found Jerry's shoulder and slowly made its way to the other side of his jaw. He flicked his eyes to 
Jerry's lips and back up to his eyes. 


Jerry's hands remained on the guitar in his lap, but he leaned into Dave more and kissed him. Jerry closed his 
eyes and let Dave return his kiss. After a moment, he felt Dave pull back a little, for a quick breath, and then 
kiss him again, this time, asking Jerry to part his lips and accept his tongue. One hand rose from the guitar to 
find Dave's jaw as Jerry opened his mouth and pushed his tongue against Dave's. 


As Dave leaned into him, Jerry leaned back, trying to continue kissing the brunette while moving the guitar 
back to its case. He had to break the kiss and turn his body, which earned a whine from Dave. "Just a second," 
Jerry purred as he gently returned the guitar to the case and latched it, moving it to the floor. When he 
turned back, Dave all but pounced on him, forcing Jerry back, into the corner of the couch. 

"Want you," Dave hissed as he fumbled to open Jerry's jeans. 

"You paid sixty grand just to get into my pants?" 


"Uh-huh." 


"Could have had me for nothing," Jerry chuckled. He was amused even if part of him felt a little sleazy. He 


decided Cornell would probably be amused, too, and relaxed into the couch a little. "Go on, Grohl. Get your 


money's worth." 


Dave lifted his head and gave Jerry a grin before going back to work on his jeans. He opened them and shoved 
his hand in, grasping Jerry's cock. His other hand pushed the blonde's shirt up, off of his stomach and Dave 
lowered his head to plant hot, wet kisses around Jerry's navel. 


"Fuck. That's it, Dave. Use that fucking mouth." Jerry moaned as he reached a hand into Dave's thick hair. 


It seemed to Jerry that Dave's skills had vastly improved since the last time they fooled around. He watched 
in awe as the brunette took nearly his entire length down his throat. He sucked Jerry's cock with confidence 
and a vigor that made Jerry hiss and groan, bucking his hips. 


"Holy fuck, you're gonna make me come." 


Dave lifted his head and grinned at him. "I know." He went right back to servicing Jerry, using his lips and 
tongue to tease his cock while Dave's beard brushed against his balls. 


"Jesus, Dave." Jerry decided to test the other man 


He placed both hands on Dave's head and pulled it down while he thrust upward, fucking Dave's throat. At first, 
he felt Dave tense and thought the brunette would pull back But as he continued to thrust deep, he felt 
Dave's hands on his thighs, fingernails digging into his skin. Dave didn't pull back at all. He remained still, allowing 
the blonde to use him. The sounds he made, soft, sputtering, choking sounds, went straight to Jerry's dick. He 


groaned as he felt his orgasm mounting. 


"Dave, oh, fuck. l'm gonna come straight down your throat. Hold on. Hold fucking on" He yanked on Dave's hair 


as he came. Jerry threw his head back and let loose with a powerful scream. 


He panted as his grip loosened, allowing Dave to slowly pull back When Jerry lifted his head, he saw Dave 
peering at him through the hair that hung down over his wet eyes. Snot ran down his nose, sitting on his lip 
while his spit dripped down his chin. But not a drop of his come went to waste as Dave swallowed it down. 


"Oh, god" Jerry groaned. "Dave .." He immediately sat up and brushed his hair from his eyes, tenderly tucking 
it behind Dave's ears. "Hold still" He brought a box of tissues over and cleaned up the brunette's face and then 
gave him a soft kiss. "Are you okay? Why would you let me ..?” 


With a little grin, Dave nodded. "| wanted you To." 


"Then it's only fair that you return the favor." He grinned and pushed Dave back into the opposite corner of 
the couch. Jerry seized his lips and gave him a deep kiss, lapping his taste off of the brunette's tongue. He 


worked Dave's jeans open and tugged them down. 


Dave looked at him in awe, sliding his arms over the back and arm of the couch as he slid down a little. "Jerry, 


yes. Please." 

"Just relax, baby." With a wink, Jerry lowered his head and wrapped his wet lips around Dave's stiff cock. 

He sucked slowly, using his tongue to get Dave wet. Then he sped up, bobbing his head up and down, working 
his cock as confidently and hungrily as Dave had. Jerry wrapped his thick fingers around the shaft and pumped 
it hard and fast while he flicked his tongue over the slit, licking up the pre-come that threatened to dribble 


over. 


Dave's hands found his hair, wrapping his fingers around it and urging Jerry lower. "Yeah. Oh, fuck. Feels so 


fucking good. Suck it, Jerry. 

His nose was pressed into Dave's groin when the brunette reached his peak Above him, he heard Dave's nails 
scratching into the upholstery right before he let loose with a deep, growling howl. Dave's come hit his throat 
in two long spurts and then the brunette slowly melted back down into the couch with a shuddering sigh. 


Jerry lifted his head and licked his lips, swallowing down the other man's load. He had to smile at the way Dave 


looked so relaxed. "| bet you couldn't move if you wanted to." 
Dave grinned and lifted a hand and gave Jerry a small ‘come here’ gesture. 


With their pants around their knees, the pair cuddled together on the couch. Jerry rested his head against 


Dave's shoulder while Dave looped his arms around the blonde. 
| think | still have like an hour left, don't |?" Dave murmured and kissed Jerry's hair. 


"At least" 


